One of the Four Holy Cities of Iraq
hands and the lips of the faithful, passing in endless pro-
cession. The bars of beaten silver worked in patterns are
like window gratings framed in pointed arches, so that
the tomb looks as if it had five windows on the longer and
three on the shorter side. It must be about ten feet high.
The top is decorated with horizontal mouldings to soften
the uncompromising squareness, and surmounting all are
the little green flags of the house of 'Ali.
If you stand at the grating, with your face pressed against
the silver bars, you see dimly, through another grating of
iron and through a case of glass, the two carved wooden
coffins of the Imams. To do this, people will walk from
Afghanistan and India and the remotest provinces of
Persia. Swarthy bearded men were here, and almost
hairless Mongolian faces; the lean drooping Persian, and
fiat-faced Shi'a of Iraq. Sitting in complete abstraction
before great leaden candlesticks on the ground, pilgrims
with heavy turbans chanted the holy verses, swaying
softly. Women were in one corner, murmuring together
in their black draperies on the floor. I followed the Sayid,
pressing my "hands against the bars, moving slowly from
right to left round the tomb. A woman beside me sobbed
desperately, and kissed the polished silver, and pressed her
hands to every knob she could reach. Thousands, millions
of these hands pass over that indifferent surface smoothing